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"No, it's still not quite right." Steve shook his head. "Your timing is just a little off, Bruce. Lets run through it again" 

Davey audibly groaned and Bruce stifled a sigh, glancing on the clock Already after five, and it was at least an hour's drive to London He bit back his complaint though and 
dutifully ran through his vocals again, trying to time them more perfectly to Steve's bass line. It was a another hour, though, until Steve decided they were all too tired 
and let them go. 

"Let's try to get back here by noon Monday, we've still got a lot of work to do." He waved them off and they filed out of the converted barn. 

"Its well for him to keep us here late," Clive grumbled. "He lives here, the rest of us have to drive home." 

Bruce nodded but didn't reply. He was driving to his flat in London, true, but there was no reason to hurry for that. He had other, more pressing, plans for the night. It 
was late autumn so it was already dark by the time he was on the road to the city but that didn't dampen the flutter of anticipation Bruce was feeling. Janick had been 
touring with Gillan on the continent for the past six weeks and he had been busy learning new material with Maiden They had scarcely had time for even a phone call but 
now Gillan was back in the country and doing a series of appearances around London. Bruce's mind was filled with visions of blue eyes and wavy sienna hair. He was 


remembering how soft that hair was, how it smelled, how it spread across his chest mingling with his own dark chest hair as he felt soft lips move lower and lower on his 


A harsh car horn to his right brought Bruce abruptly from his daydream and he realized he had been drifting into the next lane of traffic. ‘Stay focused, mate,’ he 


reminded himself. ‘Just get there in one piece, you know it will be worth waiting for- 
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Janick couldn't believe his eyes. lan told him he had a surprise for him but now, in lan's hotel room, Jan stared at the shining black Stratocaster lan had laid across his lap 
with disbelief. He looked up at the older man, confused. 

"What's this, then? " 

lan was standing, beaming down at him, then he sat next to Jan on the couch. "Its for you, to thank you for your loyalty. | know things have been rough with management 
and the band isn't happy, but you've never complained and | wanted you to know | appreciate that." 

"But..but | thought you said there's no money for new instruments in the budget?" 

"This isn't from the band's funds, Jan | bought this for you myself. Consider it a personal gift from a friend" 

Jan ran his fingers across the shining guitar. It was pristine. The black lacquered body, the gleaming white pickguard, everything. 

"Thank you!" he smiled widely, lifting the guitar and strumming the strings lightly. In the corner of his mind he was aware than lan was sitting very close to him, his thigh 
pressed against Jan's and his arm across his shoulders, but the thought barely registered in his consciousness, he was so engrossed in his new guitar. 

lan reached further around Jan to place his fingers over Jan's on the neck of the instrument. "Use it in tonight's show, give it a good test. Then we'll get together for 


drinks after and you can tell me what you think" Jan merely nodded, busy fine-tuning the strings. 
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"Aw, bollocks!" Bruce cursed as he pulled up in front of his apartment building. He should have known word would get out that he was going to be in town over the weekend. 
Two guys he occasionally hung out with were sitting on the steps in front of his flat, obviously waiting for him. 

"Took you long enough to get home, mate!" Charlie, a guy he knew from his days with Samson shouted The other one, Gerry, was busy gulping down a beer and Bruce 
could tell they had both been through several beers while waiting for him. He had no choice but to invite them inside when he unlocked his door and they both flopped on 
the couch, immediately trying to talk him into joining them for a night on the town 

"No, not tonight, I'm knackered Harry's been driving us like a slaves all week," he begged off. 


winked and Bruce gave an exasperated sigh. He had a one night stand with Gerry several years ago and the man had been after him ever since. Bruce wasn't interested. In 
fact, he hadn't been with another man since the first time he had been with Jan He wasn't interested in any other man. Women were different, they were almost a 
necessity if you were in a band. It had been worse with Samson but even some of the members of Maiden indulged with groupies from time to time, it was expected of 
them. But no other man attracted him, only Jan. 

It was after eight before he could get rid of his unwanted guests and head to the venue where Gillan's band was appearing that night. He hadn't told Jan he was coming. He 
hadn't been entirely certain he would be able to make it, for one thing, and he also wanted to surprise his friend. He wanted to see that smile light up Jan's face when he 
saw him there, the smile that could light up even the darkest, coldest day. 

The venue was a small hall on the opposite side of the city and, as always, traffic was horrible. To make matters worse there was a minor accident on a bridge that had 
traffic backed up and Bruce was forced to wait a half hour until he could get through. The gig was half over by the time he arrived and he had to convince the man at 
the door that even though he didn't have a ticket he should be allowed inside because of his own status in the music world. Luckily the man recognized him and consented 
to let him enter. 

The moment Bruce laid eyes on Jan he felt his blood quicken. Dressed all in red with his white boots he drew everyone's eye like a magnet as he pranced and twirled across 
the stage behind lan, his eyes closed, his hair flying across his face, completely overtaken by the music. Bruce's mouth felt dry as he watched the guitarists long, slim 
legs dance around, he wanted to feel those legs wrapped around his waist so badly he could feel himself harden almost instantly. Jan had that effect on him from the first 
time he's seen him with White Spirit, just out of his teens. He knew he had to have him, it was like a fever in his blood and he pursued him until he was finally able to kiss 
him. Jan had been somewhat shocked, Bruce remembered. He had never been kissed by a man before. But he was also intrigued and Bruce had been relentless until Jan 
gave in He knew Jan himself was astonished at the passion they found together and they were both hooked, no longer able to live without the other from that first night 


on. 


FEFE FE EE E AE FE FE FE EEE E AE FE EE E FE E E FE E E E E E E E F F E E E E E E F E E FE E E E E F E E F F E E E E 9 F E E EE E E F E E FE E E E E E 9 FE 9 E E E E E E F I E F E E 9 E E A F E E E E E E E F F EE E EE E IE EY 


The show was over and Jan was exhilarated. lan pressed a glass of something in his hand the minute they were backstage and Jan sipped it unthinkingly, still high on the 
adrenaline and thrilled with his new guitar. It played like a dream, and even though the others were curious where he's suddenly acquired a new guitar they didn't ask. Jan 
was glad. He felt a little guilty receiving such a gift from lan when he knew the others were struggling to get by on the wages lan paid them. 

A hand at the small of his back nearly made Jan jump. It was lan. 

"You sounded incredible tonight, Jan. Looked incredible, too." 

Jan smiled, thinking lan was referring only to the guitar. "Thanks!" 

"Come in here," lan steered Jan into his private dressing room, "There's a small amp in here. | want to hear the Strat without the other instruments." 

Jan entered, thinking nothing of it, and plugged into the practice amp in the corner of the small room. He sat on a padded bench to play and rather than sitting at the 
vanity lan sat next to him, loosening and partially unbuttoning the white shirt he's worn onstage. Jan played through a few of their slower numbers, vaguely aware of lan's 


hand on his leq but dismissing it as inconsequential. 
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Bruce found himself once again arguing with a security employee to gain access to the backstage area. This was an older man and this man had never heard of him, so he 
was forced to go and find the guy who'd initially let him into the hall to vouch for him. Technically he had no right to be backstage but this was a small, informal venue so 
once the guard was convinced he was, indeed, a recording artist he was grudgingly allowed to pass. Bruce was at the end of his very limited store of patience by this point, 
it seemed the day had been nothing but one delay after another when all he wanted was to see his Janick He wandered the of corridors until, with a sense of profound 
relief, he spotted John. 

The bass player saw him. "Bruce! Didn't expect to see you here!" 

"Wasn't sure l'd be here myself!" Bruce laughed. "Any idea where | can find Jan?" 

"| think | saw him with lan earlier at the other end of the hall, near lan's dressing room. You might try there, lan should know where he is" 

Bruce thanked him and hurried to the end of the corridor. The last door had a handwritten sign reading "lan Gillan" and faint strains of a guitar came from within, stopping 
abruptly as Bruce approached. Then his heart jumped as he heard Jarick's raised voice. 

"lan! What the hell are you doing?" 

The door wasn't latched firmly and Bruce pushed it open only to be met with the last sight he would have expected to see. A shirtless lan Gillan had Janick pressed against 
the wall, one hand at Jan's crotch while he was burying his face in Jan's neck. Jan was pushing against the other man but lan was bigger and heavier and even as Bruce 
looked he saw lan press his thigh between Jan's legs, further pinning him to the wall. 

That was all Bruce needed. "Gillan!" he shouted, his powerful voice so full of fury he was practically spitting. 

The other singer jumped back and Jan moved away quickly. "Bruce! He clasped his arms around Bruce in a fierce hug. Bruce returned the hug briefly but advanced on lan 
Though the other man was older and bigger, there was so much menace in Bruce's demeanor he backed away. Bruce strode straight up to him, pinning him against the 
makeup counter. "You want to tell me what the hell you think you were doing?" 

"Hey, | didn't mean any harm! | was only trying to..." 

"| saw what you were trying to do!" Bruce was a hair's breadth from strangling the taller man. 

"Wait a minute, Dickinson! Jan's my guitarist!" 

Jan stepped up now, a calming hand on Bruce's arm. "I am your guitarist, lan, but that's all | am. You can take the Strat back if you think it's ever going to be anything 


more." 

Bruce was allowing Jan to lead him back a few steps though he was still seething, and Gillan stepped forward. 
"Listen, I'm sorry, Jan. The guitar is yours, it's a gift. No strings attached. | just thought you might want..." 

"Well, | don't." Jan's mouth was set. 

Bruce trusted himself to speak again. "Jan's mine, Gillan. You got that? Thats the way it's been and that's the way it's always going to be." 

lan looked resigned. "All right, I'm sorry. No hard feelings?" 

Bruce didn't reply and Jan only gave a ghost of a nod, then they left the room. As soon as they were in the hall, however, Bruce seized Jan and crushed his lips to his own. 
"| want you, and | want you now!" 

"My hotel is just down the block" Jan gasped as Bruce kissed him again. 

"No, too far. Now!" Blindly he opened the nearest door, pulling Jan inside. It seemed to be a utility room with electrical boxes and lighting equipment, but neither man cared. 
Seeing another man touch Jan had Bruce worked into a frenzy, he had to claim him, he had to establish his claim on him. "You're mine, Jan! Mine." he murmured as he 
worked Jan's skin tight jeans down and grasped his firm ass roughly. Jan's fingers were busy opening Bruce's zipper and within moments Jan was leaning on a packing tote 
as Bruce took him. It was harsh and it hurt, but Jan didn't care, he wanted nothing more than to belong to Bruce. 

"I aml" he cried out as Bruce reached around and grasped him, "I am yours, only yours, ah God, Bruce, yes!" 

It was fast and furious and lasted only minutes, but when it was over Bruce helped his lover to stand upright, kissing him tenderly. "What would you have done if | hadn't 
come in just then?" he wanted to know. 

Jan smiled, "I was just about to kick him in the nuts. Nobody but you can touch me like that, Bruce. You're the only man I've ever been with and that's the way it's going 
to stay!" 


Bruce grinned. "Good! Get dressed, we have a lot of lost time to make up for!" 


THE END 


